—— 


= — | | : „* "Of 8 
* ä 9 i 
CORIOLANUS. | 
| as; 
» A 8 93 
TNA GE DFT. 


As it is ACTED at the 


THEATRE RDY AL 


I N 


COYVENT-GARDEN, © 
BN FAMES THOMSON- 
| WITH HIS LAST 
” Corrections and IMPROVEMENTS. 


DU 3 II N: 
| Printed by JOHN EXSHx W, in Dane ret 
M.DCC.LXVIL 


£1 
Sn) 


5 bJ. 32,22 


HARVARD COLLEGE LIBRARY 
FROM 
F THE BEQUEST OF 
EVERT_JANSEN WENDELL 
wins 


— 


PROLOGUE. A 


$ 4 * 


Written by the Hon. Georxce LyTTLETON, Eſq; 
Spoken by Mr. Quix. 


Come not here your candor to implore 
For ſcenes, whoſe author is, alas! no more ; 
He wants no advocate his cauſe to plead, 
You will yourſelves be patrons of the dead. 
No party his benevolence confin'd, ; 
No ſeft———— alike it flow'd to all mankind, 
He lwv'd his friends (forgive this guſbing tear: 
Alas! I feel I am no actor here) 
He loc d his friend; with ſuch a warmth of heart, 
So clear of int reſt, ſo devoid of art, 
Such generous freedom, ſuch unſhaken zeal, 
No words can ſpeak it, but aur tears may tell. 
O candid truth! O faith withaut a ftain! 
O manners gently firm, and nobly plain ! 
O ſympathizing laue of others bliſs ! 
Where will you find another breaſt like his? 
Such was the man-—the poet well you know : 
Oft has he touch'd your hearts epith tender woe : 
Oft in this crouded houſe, with juſt applauſe 
ou heard him teach fair wirtue's pureſt laws ; 
For his chafte muſe employ'd her heaw/n-taught lyre ; 
None but the nobleft pa ſſions to inſpire, \ 
Not one immoral, one corrupted thought, / | 
4 
? 


One line, which dying he could æviſh to blit. 
Oh, may to-night your favourable doom 
Another laurel add to grace his tomb: 

ii be, ſuperior now to praiſe or blame, 


| Hears not bo a voice of human fame. 


Yet if to thoſe whom moſt on earth he lo,, * i 
From whom his pious care is now remov'd, i 
With whom his liberal hand, and bounteous heart, | 
Shared all his little fortune could impart : | 
If to thoſe friends yaur kind regard ſhall give 


Il pat they no longer can from his receive, * 9 
That, that, even now, above yon flarry pole, ; N 
May touch with pleaſure his immortal ſoul. ( «38 
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The PERSONS. 


Carvs Maxcivs Cortolanus, Mr. Quin, 


Arrius TuLLus, general of : 
the Volſcian army. N Mr. Ryan. 


GaLrsvs, one of the deputies 


of the Volſcian ſtates attend- & Mr. Delane. 
ing the camp. 

The other deputies of the Yo/- 

ſcian ſtates. 


Vorvs1vs, one of the principal 
Volſcian officers. N Mr. Sparks. 


Tirus, freed- man of GaLesus. Mr. Ridout. 


Maxcus Minvucivs, conſul and 


principal of the deputation þ Mr. Bridgwater. 
from Rome to CoktopLanvus. 


Posryuumus Cominius, a 
conſular ſenator, one of the 
deputation, and who had been Mr. Anderſon. 
the Roman general at the ta- 
king of Corioli. 
Veruria, mother of 1 Mrs. Woffington. 


LANUS. - 


NUS, 


VoLUMNIA, wife of 1 Miſs Bellamy. 


Roman ſenators, prieſts, augurs, c. of the firſt de- 
putation. Roman ladies, in the train of VeTuzia 
and VoLUMN1a, of the ſecond deputation. * 


Volſcian Orricers, LictoRs, SOLDIERS, Cc. 


SCENE, The Velſcian Camp. 
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The Volſcian Camp. 
Arrius TuLLus, VoLusivs. 


VoLvus1vus. 


HENCE is it, Tullus, chat bur arms are opt 
Here on the borders of the Roma ate? 
Why ſleeps that ſpirit, whoſe heroic ardor | 
Urg'd you to break the truce, and pour'd our bolt, 4 
From all th' united cantons of the Volſci, | | * 
On their unguarded frontier? Such deſigns | 


Brook not an hour's delay ; their whole ſucceſs 
Depends on inſtant, vigorouy execution. 

Tul. Voluſius, | approve thy brave impatience 
And will to thee, in confidence of friendſhip, = 
Diſcloſe my ſecret ſoul. Thou know'ſt Galeſus, 
Whoſe freedom Caius Marcius, once his gueſt, 4 | 
Of all the ſpoil of ſack'd Corioli, | 
Alone demanded ; and who thence to Rome, 
From gratitude and friendſhip, follow'd Marcius ; 
Whence lately to our Antium he return'd, 

With overtures of peace propos'd by Rome. 


Vol. I know him well; an antiquated ſage a 
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Of that romantic ſchool Pythagoras 
Eſtabliſh'd here on our He/perian ſhore ; 
Whoſe gentle dictates only ſerve to tame 
Enfeebled mortals into ſlaves. 
Tul. Galeſus, 
Doubtleſs, poſſeſſes many civil virtues ; 
Is gentle, good; for rectitude of heart, 
And innocence of life, by all rever'd. | 

Vol. Pardon me, Tullus, if my faithful bluntlets 
Deems you too lib'ral in his praiſe. In peace 
Such may perhaps do well, when prating rules 
An idle world ; but in tempeſtuous times 
They are ſtark naught, theſe viſionary ſtateſmen, 
Fit rulers only for their golden age. 

The rugged genius of rapacious Rome 
For other men, and other councils, calls. 
Tul. Your thoughts are * only meant to tell 
thee 
The part he bears in this ill-tim'd delay. 

Soon as, our gather'd army march'd from Antium, 
The Roman ſenate, whoſe attentive caution 
Watch'd all our motions, took at once th' alarm; 
And ſent a herald, ere we paſt their borders, 
With formal ceremony, to demand 
The cauſe of our approach.---Had I been maſter, 
| would have anſwer'd at the gates of Rome, 

But this Galeſus, who attends our camp 

Among the Yo!/cian deputies, ſo pleaded 

The laws of nations, made ſuch loud complaints 
Againſt th' infraction of the public faith, 

So teaz'd us with the pedantry of ſtates, 

That I was forc'd, unwilling, to permit 


His freedman Titus, to be ſent to Rome 


With our demands. If theſe the ſenate grants, 


— 
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We then are in the toils of peace entangled, 
In ſpite of all my efforts to avoid them. 
Vil. O 'tis a wild chimera! Peace with Rome / 
Dream not of that, unleſs the Yol/cian courage 
Is quite ſubdu'd, and only ſeeks to gild 
A vile ſubmiſſion with that ſpecious name. 
Learn wiſdom from your neighbours. Peace with Rome 
Has quell'd the Latines, tamed their freeborn ſpirit, 
And by her friendſhip honour'd them with chains. 
Tul. She ne'er will grant it on the juſt conditions 
I now have brought the Yo//ci to demand: 
The reſtitution of our conquer'd cities, 
And fair alliance upon equal terms. 
I know the Roman inſolence will ſcorn ? 
To yield to this: and Titus muſt return 
Within three days, the longeſt term allow'd him ; 
Of which the third is near elaps'd already. 
Then even Galeſus will not dare to ſtop us 
With ſuperſtitious forms, and ſolemn trifles, 
From letting looſe th' unbridled rage of war 
Againſt thoſe hated tyrants of Heſperia. 
Vol. Thanks to the Gods! my ſword will then be free. 
Then, poor Corioli! thy bleeding wounds, 
Thy treaſures ſack'd, thy captivated matrons, 
Shall amply be reveng'd by thy Yoluftus : 
Then, Tullus, from the lofty brows of Marcius 
Thou may'ſt regain the wreaths his conquering hand, 
By partial fortune aided, tore from thine. 
Tul. O my Volufius ! thou, who art a ſoldier, 
A try'd and brave one too, ſay, in thy heart 
Doſt thou not ſcorn me? thou, who ſaw'ſt me bend 
Beneath the half-ſpent thunder of a foe, 
Warm from the conqueſt of Corioli, 
Which, ruſhing furious in with thoſe, whoſe ſally 
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Reviling, fearing, hating one another: 
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He had repell'd, he ſeiz'd almoſt alone; 
And gave to fire and ſword. Vet thence he flew, 
Scorning the plunder of our richeſt city, 
His wounds undreſt, without a moment's reſpite 
To where our armies on the fearful edge 
Of battle ſtood ; and aſking of the conſul 
To be oppos'd to me, with mighty rage, 
Reſiſtleſs, bore us down. 

Vol. True valor, Tullus, 
Lyes in the mind, the never-yielding purpoſe, 
Nor owns the blind award of giddy fortune. 

Tul. My ſoul, my friend, my foul is all on fire! 
Thirſt of revenge conſumes me! the revenge 
Of generous emulation, not of hatred. 


This happy Roman, this proud Marcius, haunts me. 


Each troubled night, when ſlaves and captives ſleep, 
Forgetful of their chains, I, in my dreams, 


Ane w am vanquiſh'd ; and, beneath the ſword 


Wich horror ſinking, feel a tenfold death, 

The death of honour. But I will redeem--- 

Yes, Marcius, I will yet redeem my fame. 

To face thee once again is the great purpoſe 

For which alone I live.---Till then how flow, 

How tedious lags the time! while ſhame corrodes me, 
With many a bitter thought ; and injur'd honour 
Sick, and deſponding, preys upon itſelf. 

Vol. It faſt approaches now, the hour of vengeance, 
To this famed land, to antient Latium due, 
Unbalanc'd Rome, at variance with herſelf, 

To order loſt, in deep and hot commotion, 
Stands on the dangerous point of civil war; 
Her haughty nobles and ſeditious commons 


While, 
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While, on our part all wears a proſperous face; 
Our troops united, numerous, high in ſpirit, 
As if their general's ſoul inform'd them all. 
O long-expeQted day! 

Tul. Go, brave Veluſius, 
Go breathe thy ardor into every breaſt; 
That when the Volſcian envoy ſhall return, 
Whom erg the cloſe of evening I expeR, 
One ſpirit may unite us in the cauſe 
Of generous freedom, and our native rights, 
So long oppreſs'd by Rome's encroaching power. 


8. c E N E U. 


TurLus alone. 


Galeſus ſaid that Marcius ſtands for conſul. 
O favour thou his ſuit, propitious Fowe / 
That I may brave him at his army's head, 
In all the majeſty of ſovereign power ! 


That the whole conduct of the war may reſt 


On us alone, and prove by its deciſion, 
Which of the two is worthieſt to command. 


g:C.,E NE 


ToLLus, OrrrickR. 


Tul. Ha! why this haſte? you look alarm'd. 
Of. My lord, 
One of exalted port, his viſage hid, | 
Has plac'd himſelf upon your ſacred. bearth,. - 
Beneath the dread protection of your Lares; 


And fits majeſtic there in ſolemn. filence. — 
Tul. Did you not aſk him who, and what he = 
Of. My lord, I could not ſpeak ; I felt appall'd, 

Ag- 
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As if the preſence of ſome God had ſtruck me. 
Tul. Come, dattard! let me find this man of terrors- 


RNS 


The back-ſcene opens, and diſcovers CokiolAxus as 
deſcribed above. 


CorrtoLanus, TuLLvus. 


Tul. [after ſome filence.] Illuſtrious ſtranger for 
thy high demeanor 
Be ſpeaks thee ſuch---who art thou? 
Car. [Riſing and unmuffling his face] View me, 
Tullus [ After ſome pauſe.) 
Doft thou not know me? 
Tul. No, That noble front 
I never ſaw before. What is thy name? 
Cor. Does not the ſecret voice of hoſtile inſtinQ, 
Does not thy ſwelling heart declare me to thee ? 
Tul. Gods! can it be? 
Cor. Yes. I am Caius Marcius ; 
Known to thy ſmarting country by the name 
Of Coriolanus. That alone is left me, 
That empty name for all my toils, my ſervice, 
The blood which I have ſhed for thankleſs Rome. 
Behold me baniſh'd thence, a victim yielded 
By her weak nobles to the maddening rabble. 
I ſeek revenge. Thou may'ſt employ my ſword, 
With keener edge, with heavier force againſt her, 
Than e'er it fell upon the Velſcian nation. 
But if thou, Tullus, doſt reſuſe me this, 


The only wiſh of my collected heart, 


Where every paſſion i in one burning point 
Concenters, give me death: Death from thy hand 
I ſure 
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I ſure have well de ſervd Nor ſhall I bluſh 
To take or life or death from Attius Tullus. 

Tul. O Caius Marcius! in this one ſhort moment, 
That we have friendly talk'd, my raviſh'd heart 
Has undergone a great, a wonderous change. 

I ever held thee in my beſt eſteem ; 

But this heroic confidence has won me, 

Stainpt me at once thy friend. I were indeed 
A wretch as mean as this thy truſt is noble, 

Could I refuſe thee thy demand—Yes, Marcius ! 


Thou haſt thy wiſh! take half of my command. 


If that be not enough, then take the whole. 
We have, my friend, a gallant force on foot, 
An army, Marcius, fit to follow thee. 
Go, lead them on, and take thy full revenge. 
All ſhould unite to puniſh the ungrateful. 
Ingratitude is treaſon to mankind. 
Cor, [embracing him.) Thus, generous Tullus, take 
a ſoldier's thanks, 
Who is not practis'd in the gloſs of words 
Thou friend in deed! friend to my cauſe, my quarrel! 
Friend to the darling paſſion of my ſoul! 
All elſe I ſet at nought Immortal Gods! 
Jam new-made, and wonder at myſelf ! 
A little while ago, and I was nothing; 
A powerleſs reptile crawling on the earth, 
Curs'd with a foul that reitleſs with'd to wield 
The bolts of Fowe ! I dwelt in Erebus, 
I wander'd through the hopeleſs gloom of hell, 
Stung with revenge, tormented by the furies ! 
Now, Tullus, like a god, you draw me thence, 
Throne me amidſt the ſkies, with tempeſt charg'd, 
And put the ready thunder in my hand! 


Tul. What I have promis'd, Marcius, I will do. 
Within 


A 
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Within an hour at fartheſt we expect 

The freedman of Galeſus back from Rome, 

Who carry'd to the ſenate our demands. 

Their anſwer will, I doubt not, end the truce, 

And inſtant draw our angry ſwords againſt them. 
*T ill then retire within my inmoſt tent, 
Unknown to all but me, that when our chiefs 
Meet in full council to declare for war, 

I may produce thee to their wondering eyes, 

As if deſcended from avenging heaven 

To humble lofty Rome, and teach her juſtice. 

Cir. To thy direQtion, Tullus, I reſign 
My future life: my fate is in thy hands; 
And, it Ijudge aright, the fate of Rome. 


Exp of the FigsT Acr. 


ACT E) SCENE 1 


9 
GaLEsus, Tirus. 


Gal. INDEE D] my Titus, I had hopes that Rome, 
Vex'd as the is with her domeſtic broils, 

Her frontier weak, her armies unprepar'd, 

Might have comply'd with our demands, and given us 

The ſame alliance granted to the Latines. 

Tit. The ſenate ſcarce would hear the terms I offer'd ; 
But order'd me to bring this anſwer back: 
If firſt the Volſci take up arms, the Romans 
« Will be laſt to lay them down.” 

Gal. Alas! 

This anſwer ſeals the doom of many a wretch. 
Unchain'd Bellona from her temple ruſhes, | 
With all the crimes and vices in her train. 
Earth fades at her approach. To rural peace, 
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Fair plenty, and the ſocial joy of cities, 
Soon will ſucceed rage, rapine, devaſtation, 
Each cruel horror ſanctify'd by names. 
O mortals! mortals! when will you, content 
With nature's bounty, that. in fuller flow, 
Still as your labours open- more its ſources, 
Abundant guſhes o'er the happy world; 
When will you baniſh violence, and outrage, 
To dwell with beaſts of prey in woods and defarts? 
Tit. Never till Rome ſhall change her conquering 
maxims. 
Gal. Her haughty ſpirit now will ſoar beyond. 
Its uſual pitch, upborn by Caius Marcius. 
Stands he not for the conſulate? 
Tit. He did. 
But is no more a citizen of Rome. 
Gal. What mean'ſt thou, Titus? 
Tit. Marcius is from Rome 
Baniſh'd for ever. I 
Gal. O immortal powers! 
is i On what pretence could they to exile doom 
b | Their wiſeſt captain, and their braveſt ſoldier ? 
; Nor leſs renown'd for piety, for juſtice, 
An uncorrupted heart, and pureſt manners. | 
Tit. The charge againſt him was entirely groundleſs, 
1; What not his enemies themſelves belity'd, 
Affecting of tyrannic power in Rome. 
His real crime was only ſome hot words, 
Struck from his fiery temper in the ſenate, 
Againſt thoſe ſaQtious miniſters of diſcord, 
The tribunes of the people. They to rage, 
And frantic fury, rous'd the mad plebeians; 


By whom ſupported in their bold attempt, . 
They durſt preſume to ſummon to the bar 
ir Of 
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Of an enrag'd and partial populace, 

The moſt illuſtrious ſenator of Rome. 

To this the nobles yielded—and, with his, 

Gave up their own and children's rights for ever. 
Gal. O ſhameful weakneſs in a Roman ſenate, 

So much renown'd for firmneſs! Yet, my Titus, 

Spite of my love to Marcius, I muſt own it, 

The vigorous ſoil whence his heroic virtues 

Luxuriant riſe, if not with careful hand 


Severely weeded, teems with imperfections. 


His lofty ſpirit brooks no oppoſition. 
His rage, if once offended, knows no bounds. 
He deems plebeians, with patrician blood 
Compar'd, the creatures of a lower ſpecies, 
Mere menial hands by nature made to ſerve him. 
Tit. It was this high patrician pride undid him. 
The furious people triumph'd in his ruin, 
As if they had expell'd another Tarquin : 
While, like a captive train, the vanquiſh'd nobles 
Hung their dejected heads in ſilent ſhame. 
Marcius alone ſeem'd unconcern'd ; tho' deep 
The latent tempeſt boil'd within his breaſt, 
Choak'd up and ſmother'd with exceſſive rage. | 
Gal. You were his gueſt at Rome, and therefore, 
Titus, 3 
Might on this ſad condition be permitted 
To join your tears with his domeſtic fi iends. 
Saw you that moving ſcene ? 
Tit. I did, Galeſus. 
I follow'd Marcius home—His mother, there, 


Veturia, the moſt venerable matron 


Theſe eyes have &er beheld, and ſoft Volumnia, 
His lovely virtuous wife, amidſt his children, 


Spread on the ground, lay loſt in dumb deſpair. 
He 


re, | 
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He ſwelling ſtood a while, and could not ſpeak, 
Th' affronted hero ſtruggling with the man; 
Then thus at laſt he broke the gloomy ſilence; 
is done. The guilty ſentence is pronounc d. 
* Ungrateful Rome has caſt me from her boſom. 
+ Support this blow with fortitude and courage, 
As it becomes two generous Roman matrons, 
„] recommend my children to your care. 
% Farewel. I go, I quit, without regret, 
« A city grown an enemy to virtue.” 
Gal. Oh godlike Marcius! oh unconquer'd ſtrength 
And dignity of mind! How much ſuperior 
Is ſuch a ſoul to all the power of fortune! 
Tit. This faid, he ſternly try'd to break away: 
When, holding in his hand her eldeſt ſon, 
Veturia follow'd ; whilſt the poor Volumnia, 
All drown'd in tears, and bearing in one arm 
Their youngeſt, yet an infant, with the other 
Hung clinging at his knees—he, turning to them, 
Half ſoften'd, half ſevere, breath'd from his ſoul 
Theſe broken accents—** Ceaſe your vain complaints. 
„ Mother, you have no more a ſon; and thou, 
* Thou beſt of women! thou, my dear Volumnia ! 
„No more a huſband”---Pierc'd with theſe dire words 
Volumnia lifeleſs ſunk: and off he flung, 
With wild precipitation. 
Gal. Thy fad tale 
Blinds my old eyes with tears---But whither, tell me, 
O whither, Titus, bent he then his courſe? 
Tit. Where the blind genius of regardleſs rage 
And deſperation led. On to the gate, 
Capena call'd, attended by the nobles, 
He ſtalk'd in ſullen majeſty along; 
Nor deign'd a word. A godlike virtuous anger - 
Beam'd 
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Beam d thro! his features,. and ſublimed his air. I 
With down-caſt eyes he walk'd; or, if aſide Sti 
He chanc'd to look, each look. was great reproach. O 
Thus in emphatic filence, that made words At 
Void and inſipid all, he parted from them, * 
The day preceding my return from Rome; A: 


Nor has been heard of ſince, loſt in th? abyſs. 
Of his own woes. 

Gal. O Marcius, noble . | 
How ſhall my friendſhip ſuccour thy diſtreſs ? T 
Where ſhalb-I find thee, to partake thy ſorrows, 

And make myſelf companion of thy exile ? 

But, Titus, we indulge diſcourſe too long 
Go, and aſſemble thou the Yol/cian chiefs, 

"Whilſt I repair to Tu//us, to inform, 
And bring him to the council, there to hear 
The fatal anſwer thou haſt brought from Rome. 


* 
B 
* o 


N 

ESE Br 
Changes to. TuLLus's tent: A 
A 


CortoLanus, TuLlLvus. 


Cor. Forgive me, Tullus, if I count the moments: 
That ſtop the purpoſe of thy noble kindneſs, A 
And keep me here confin'd in tame inaction. 
Why lingers Titus? 

Tul. Calm thy reſtleſs heart, 

Brave Marcius; every minute I expe@ him. 
Soon-from the cloud that hides thee, ſhalt thou break 


With double brightneſs ; ſoon thy fiery rage V 
Shall wither all the ſtrength and pride of Rome. B 
Cor. O righteous Jowe, protector of the injur'd!. 
\ If from my earlieſt youth, with pious awe, V 


I ſtill 


- 
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I (till have reverenc'd thy all- powerful juſtice, 
Still by her facred dictates rul'd my actions; 
O let thy juſtice now ſupport my cauſe, 
And arm my ſtrong right-hand with all her terrors! 
When that is done, life or death be my lot, 
As thy almighty pleaſure ſhall determine, 
| Enter an officer to Tullus.] 
Off. My lord, Galeſus aſks admittance to you. 
Tul. Marcius, retire an inſtant, till I hear 


The buſineſs brings him hither. —Bid him enter. 
[Exit Officer and Coriolanus. ] 
[Enter GALE$US.] 


SCENE II. 


TuLLus, GaLesvs. 


Gal Tullus, the Roman ſenate has return'd 
No other anſwer to our late demands, 

But abſolute denial and defiance. 

Tul. It is what I expected - We ſhall teach them 
An humbler language ſoon---Haſt thou aſſembled, 
As I defir'd, the Yolſcian chiefs in council? 

Gal. Titus is gone to ſummon their attendance. 

Tul. It is envugh-—Come forth, my noble gueſt! 
And ſhew Galeſus how the Gods aſſiſt us. 


ST EN E VN. 


ContoLanus, TuLLus, GalEsus. 

Gal. O my aftoniſh'd ſoul: what do I ſee? 

What! Caius Marcius ! Caius Marcius here, 
Beneath one tent with Tullus ? 


Tul. Ay, and more. | 
With Tullas, now his friend and fellow-ſoldier. 
. Yes, 


oe em 
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Yes, thou ſhalt ſee him thundering at the head 

Of Ye!/cian armies; he who oft has carry'd 
Deſtruction thro? their ranks---Your leave a moment, 
While to our chiefs, and fathers, I announce 

Their unexpected gueſt. 


V. 


CorroLlagus, Galksus. 


Cor. Thou good old man! 
Cloſe let me ſtrain thee to my faithful heart, 
Which now is doubly thine, united more 
By the protection which thy country gives me, 
Than by our former friendſhip. 
Gal. Strange event! 
This is thy work} almighty providence ! | 
W hoſe power, beyond the ſtretch of human thought, 
Revolves the orbs of empire; bids them fink 
Deep in the deadning night of thy diſpleaſure, 
Or riſe majeſtic o'er a wondering world. 
The Gods by thee---I ſee it, Cortolanus 
Mean to exalt us, and depreſs the Romans. 

Cor. Galeſus, yes, the Gods have ſent me hither ; 
Thoſe righteous Gods, who, when vindictive juſtice 
Excites them to deſtroy a worthleſs people, 

Make their own crimes and follies ſtrike the blow. 

Gal. Cheriſh theſe thoughts, that teach us what we are, 
And tame the pride of man. There is a power, 
Unſeen, that rules th' illimitable world, 

That guides its motions, from the brighteſt ſtar, 
To the leaſt duſt of this fin-tainted mold; 
While man, who madly deems himſelf the lord 
Of all, is nought but weakneſs and dependance. 
This ſacred truth, by ſure experience taught, 
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Thou muſt have learnt, when, wandering all alone, 
Each bird, each inſect, flitting thro' the ſky, 
Was more ſufficient for itſelf, than thou 
Ah the full image of thy woes diſſolves me ! 
The pangs that mult have torn, at parting from thee 
Thy mother and thy wife. I cannot think | 
Of that ſad ſcene without ſome drops of pity! | 
Cor. Who was it forc'd me to that bitter parting ? 
Who, in one cruel, haſty moment, chas'd me 
From wife, from children, friends, and houſhold Gods, 
Me! who fo often had protected theirs? 
Who, from the facred city of my fathers, 
Drove me with nature's commoners to dwell, 
To lodge beneath their wide unſhelter'd roof, 
And at their table feed? O blaſt me, Gods! 
With every woe! debility of mind, 
Diſhonour, juſt contempt, and palſy'd weakneſs, 
If I forgive the villains! yes, Galeſus, 
Yes, 1 will offer to the powers of vengeance 
A great, a glorious vitim---a whole city 
Why, Tullus, this delay? 
Gel. May Coriolanus : 
Be to the Volſcian nation, and himſelf, 
The dread, the godlike inſtrument of juſtice ! 
But let not rage and vengeance mix their rancor; 
Let them not trouble with their fretful ſtorm, 
Their angry gleams, that azure, where enthron'd 
The calm divinity of juſtice fits, 
And pities, while ſhe puniſhes, mankind. 
Cor. What ſaidſt thou? What, * the powers 
of vengeance ? 
The Gods gave honeſt anger, juſt revenge, 
To be the awful guardians of the rights 
And native dignity of human kind. 


O were 
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O were it not for them, the ſaucy world 
Would grow a noiſome neſt of little tyrants! > 
Each carrion crow, on eagle merit perch'd, 
Would peck his eyes out, and the mungril cur 
At pleaſure bait the lion—No, Gale/us, 
I would not raſhly, nor on light occaſion, 
Receive the deep impreſſion in my breaſt; 
But when the baſe, the brutal and unjuſt, 
Or, worſe than all, th' ungrateſul, ſtamp it there; 
Ol will then with luxury ſupreme 
Enjoy the pleaſure of offended Gods, 
A righteous, juſt e ee my ſoul. 
Enter an Officer.] 
Off. My lords, th? aſſembled chiefs deſire your pre- 
ſence. 
Gal. Come, noble Marcius ; let my joyful hand 
Condu thee thither---Doubt not thy reception 
Will be proportion'd to thy fame and merit. 


TR & NG YE 


The back ſcene opens, and diſcovers the deputies of the 
Volſcian States, aſſembled in council. They riſe and 
ſalute Coriolanus ; then reſume their places. 


GaLEesus, TuLLUs, CortloLanus, SENATORS. 


Gal. Aſſembled ſtates, and captains of the Yolſct, 
Behold the chief ſo much renown'd in war ; 
Our once ſo formidable foe, but now 
Our proffer'd friend and ſoldier--Caius Marcius, 
1 Sen. We give him hearty welcome from our ſouls, 
Cor. Moſt noble chiefs, and fathers of the Volſci, 
I need not ſay, how by the people's rage, 


And the poor weakneſs of the timid nobles, 
| I am 


Lam 
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I amexpell'd from Rome. Had I confin'd 
My withes merely to a ſafe retreat, 
Some Latine City might have given me that; 
Or any nameleſs corner. What imports it, 
Where a tame, patient exile rots in ſilence? 
But, Volſcian lords, permit me to declare, 
I would at once cut ſhort my uſeleſs days, 
Rather than be that deſpicable wretch, 
Who neither can take vengeance on his foes, 
Nor ſerve his friends. That is my temper, chiefs, 
I ſhall be glad to merit, by my ſword, 
Th' aſylum which I ſeek among the Volſci. 
Rome is our common foe: then let us join 
Our common ſufferings, paſſions, and reſentments. 
Yes, tho' but one, I bring ſo many wrongs, 
So large a ſhare of powerful enmity, 
Into the war, as gives me the preſumption, 
To offer to the Volſc ian ſtates th' alliance 
Even of my ſingle arm. 
Tul. That fingle arm 
Is in itſelf a numerous army, Marcius ; 
The Volſcians ſo eſteem it But proceed. 
Cor. I will not mention, Volſcian chiefs, what talent 
The world allows me to poſſeſs in war: 
But be that what it will, you may employ it. 
Soldier, or captain, in whatever ſtation x 
You place me, I will loſe each drop of blood, 
Or with this hand I'll fix the Volſcian ſtandard 
On the proud towers of capitolian ove. 
Tul. Chiefs of the Yalſcian league, I give you joy 
Of our new citizen, the noble Marcus. 
The genius of the Volſcian- ſtate has ſent him, 
Whetted by wrongs into a keener hatred 


Than that we bear to Rome. It were contemning, 
g With 
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With impious ſelf-ſufficient arrogance, 
This bounty of the Gods, not to accept, 
With every mark of honour, of his ſervice. 
I, Volſcians, I, even Attius Tullus, give, 
Firſt of you all, my voice, that Caius Marcius 
Be now recetv'd to high command among us ; 
That inſtantly we do appoint him general 
Of half our troops, which here, with your conſent, 
I to him yield.---Speak, chiefs, is this your pleaſure ? 
1- Sen. It 18---We give unanimous conſent. 
Tul. [embracing him.) Marcius, I joy to call thee 
my companion, 
And collegue in this war. 
Cor. By all the Gads! | 
Thou art the generous victor of my foul ! 
Yes, Tullus, I am conquer'd by thy virtue. 
Sal. Tho' I have oft, on great occaſions, Tullus, 
Beheld thee in the *. and the field, 
Cover'd with glory; yet, I muſt avow, 
I never ſaw thee ſhew ſuch genuine greatneſs, . 
Such true ſublimity of ſoul, as now. 
To ſcorn th' all- powerful charm of ſelfiſh paſſions, 
Chiefly the dazzling pride of emulation, 
That noble weakneſs of heroic minds, 
To fink thyſelf that thou may'ft raife thy country; 
To put the ſword into thy rival's hand, 
And twine thy promis'd laurels round his brow—— 
O 'tis a flight beyand the higheſt point 
Of martial glory! and what few can reach. J 
Go forth, ye choſen miniſters of juſtice; 
And may that awful power, whoſe ſecret hand 
Sways all our paſſions, turns our partial views 
All to its own dread purpoſes, attend you 
Cor. I burn to enter on the glorious taſk 
You 
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Tou now have mark'd me out. How flow the time 
Jo the warm ſoul, that in the very inſtant 

It forms, would execute, a great deſign. 

Tis my advice we march direct to Rome; 

We cannot be too quick. Let the firſt dawn 

See us in bright array before her walls. 

Perhaps when they behold their exile there, 

Back'd by your force, ſome conſcious hearts among them 


May feel th' alarm of guilt. 255 


Tul. I much approve 
Of this advice. *Tis what I thought before, 
Ere ſtrengthen'd, Marcius, by thy mighty arm: 
But now tis doubly right. Here, Yolſcian chiefs, 
Here let our council terminate---The troops 
Have had repoſe ſufficient. Strait to Rome, 
Come, let us urge our march---As yet the ſtars 
Ride in their middle watch: we ſhall, with eaſe, 
Reach it by dawn. 

Cor. Yes, we have time—— too much! 
Six tedious hours till morn---But hence! away! 
My foul on fire anticipates the dawn. 


End of the Second Ad, 


ACT msec. ] ö 


Corrotanus, Turrus, Volustus, Tirvs, with 
a croud of Volſcian wm Acclamatians behind 
the ſcenes. 

Cor. O more merit not this laviſh praiſe. 

True, we have driven the Raman legions 

back, . 
Defeated, and diſgrac'd But what is this? 
Nothing, ye Volſci, nothing yet is done. 
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We but begin the wond'rous leaf of ſtory, 
That marks the Roman doom. At length it dawns, 
The deſtin'd hour, that eaſes of their fears 
The nations round, and ſets Heſperia free. 
Come on, my brave companions of the war ! 
Come, let us finiſh at one mighty ſtroke _ 
This toil of labouring fate- -We will, or periſh! 
While, noble Tullus, you protect the camp, 
I, with my troops, all men of choſen valor, 
And well-approv d to-day, will ſtorm the city. 
Tit. Beneath thy animating conduct, Marcius, 
What can the Volſcian valor not perform? 
Thy very ſight and voice ſubdues the Romans. _ 
When, lifting up your helm, you ſhew'd your face, 
That like a comet glar'd deſtruction on them, 
I ſaw their braveſt veterans fly before thee. 
Their ancient ſpirit has with thee forſook them, 
And ruin hangs o'er yon devoted walls, 
[Enter an officer, who addreſſes himſelf to-Coriolanus. ] 
QF. My lord, a herald is arriv'd from Rome, 
To lay, a deputation from the ſenate, 
Attended by the miniſters of heaven, 
A venerable train of prieſts and flamens, 
Are on the way, addreſs'd to you. 
Cer. To me! 
What can this meſſage mean !---Stand to your arms, 
Ye Volſcian troops; and let theſe Romans paſs 
Betwixt the lowring frown of double files. 
What! do they think me ſuch a milky boy, 
To pay my vengeance with a few ſoft words, 
Come, fellow-ſoldiers, Tullus, come, and ſee, 
If I betray the honours you have done me. 
[Goes out with a train of Volſcian officers. ] 


SCENE 


55 2 


LE 


vns, 


ice, 


ms, 


rs.] 
ENE 


CORIOLANUS. 


SCENE N 


Torrus, Vorusius, who remain, 


Val. [after ſome filence.) Are we not, Tullus, fail- 
ing in our duty | 
Not to attend our general ? 
Tul. How! what faidſt thou? 
Vat. Methought, my lord, his parting orders were, 
We ſhould attend the triumph now preparing - 
O'er all his foes at once—Romans and Volſci! 
Come, we ſhall give offence. 
Tul. Of this no more. 
I pray thee ſpare thy bitter irony. | 
Vol. Shall I then ſpeak without diſguiſe? 
Tul. Speak out, 
With all the. honeſt bluntneſs of a friend. 
Think'ſt thou I fear the truth? 
Vol. Then, Tullus, know, 
Thou art no more the general of the Y2{/cz. 
Thou haſt, by this thy generous weakneſs, ſunk 
Thyſelf into a private man of Antium. 


Ves, thou haſt taken from thy laurel'd brow 


The well earn'd trophies of thy toils and perils, 
Thy ſpringing hopes, the faireft ever budded, 
And heap'd them on a man too proud before. 
Tul. He bears it high. 
Vel. Death and perdition! high! 


With uncontroul'd command !— Yougfſee, already, 


He will not be encumber'd with the fetters 

Of our advice. He ſpeaks his ſovereign will; 

On every hand he iſſues out his orders, 

As to his natural ſlaves.—For you, my lord, 

He has, I think, confin'd you to your camp, 
B 
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There in inglorig olence to languiſh 
While he, beffeath your blaſted eye, thall reap 
The harveſt of your hotour. 
Tul. No, Valuſius, 
Whatever honour ſhall by him be gain'd 
Reverts to me, from whole ſuperior bounty 
He drew the means of all his glorious deeds. 
This mighty chief, this conqueror of Rome, 
Is but my creature. 
Vol. Wretched ſelf-deluſion; 
He and the Volſcians know he is thy maſter. 
He acts as ſuch in all things—Now, by Mars, 
Could my abhorrent ſoul endure the thought 
Of ſtooping to a Roman chief, I here 
Would leave thee in thy ſolitary camp, 
And go where glory calls. 
Tul. Indeed, Voluſius, 
did expect more equal treatment from him. 
But what of that? — The generous pride of virtue 
Diſdains to weigh too nicely the returns 
Her bounty meets with Like the liberal Gods, 
From her own gracious nature ſhe beſtows, 
Nor ſtoops to aſk reward Vet mult I own, 
I thought he would not have fo ſoon forgot 


"What he ſo lately was, and what I am, 


Vol. Gods! knew you not his character before? 
Did you not know his genius was to yours 
Averſe, as are antipathies in nature? 

igh, over-weening, tyrannoufly proud, 

And only fit to hold command o'er ſlaves? 
Hence, as repugnant to that equal life, 
Which is the quickening ſoul of all republics, 
The Roman people caſt him forth; and we, 
Shall we receive the bane of their repoſe, 
Into our breaſt? Are we leſs free than they? 
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Or ſhall we be more patient of a tyrant ? 
Tul. All this I knew. But while his imperfections 
Are thy glad theme, thou haſt forgot his virtues. 
Vol. ] leave that ſubject to the ſmooth Galeſus, 
And theſe his YVo!ſcian flatterers—His virtues! 
Truſt me there is no inſolence that treads 
So high as that which rears itſelf on virtue. 
Tul. Well, be it ſo—lI meant, that even his vices 
Should, on this great occaſion, ſerve the Volſci. 
Vol. Confuſion ! there it is! there lurks the ſting 
Of our diſhonour ! while this Marcius leads 
The Roman armies, ours are driven before him. 
Behold, he changes ſides; when with him changes 
The fortune of the war. Strait they grow Volſci, 
And we victorious Romans—Such, no doubt, 
Such is his ſecret boaſt—Ay, this vile brand 
Succeſs itſelf will fix for ever on us; 
And, Tullus, thou, 'tis thou muſt anſwer for it. 
Tul. [afide.) His words are daggers to my heart, I feel 
Their truth, but am aſham'd to own my folly. 
Vol. O ſhame! O infamy! the thought conſumes me, 
It ſcalds my eyes with tears, to fee a Roman 
Borne on our ſhoulders to immortal fame: 
Juſt in the happy moment that decided 
The long diſpute of ages, that for which 
Our generous anceſtors had toil'd and bled, 
To ſee him then ſtep in and ſteal our glory! 
O that we firſt had periſh'd all ! A people, 
Who cannot find in their own proper force 
Their own protection, are not worth the ſaving ! 
Tul. It muſt have way! I will no more ſuppreſs it— 
Know then, my rough old friend, no leſs than thee 
His conduct hurts me and upbraids my folly. 


I wake as from a dream. What demon moy'd me? 
| B 2 | What 
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What doting generoſity ? his woes, 

Was it his woes! to ſee the brave reduc'd 

To truſt his mortal foe? perhaps, a little 
That work'd within my boſom—Bur, Voluſius, 
That was not all I will to thee confeſs 
The weakneſs of my heart—Yes, it was pride, 
The dazzling pride to ſee my rival-warrior, 
The great Coriolanus, bend his ſoul, 

His haughty ſoul, to ſue for my protection. 
Protection ſaid I? were it that alone, 

I had been baſe to have refus'd him that, 

To have refus'd him aught a gallant foe 

Owes to a gallant foe.—But to exalt him 

To the fame level, nay above myſelf; 

To yield him the command of half my Froops, 


The choiceft acting half That, that was madneſs! 


Was weak, was mean, unworthy of a man ! 
Vel. I ſcorn to flatter thee—lIt was indeed. 
Tul. Curſe on the ſlave Galeſus ! ſoothing, he 
Seiz'd the fond moment of infatuation, 
And clinch'd the chains my generous folly forg'd. 
How ſhall I from this labyrinth eſcape ? 
Muſt it then be! what cruel genius dooms me, 
In war or peace, to creep beneath his fortune? 
Vol. That genius is thyſelf, If thou canſt bear 
The very thought of ſtooping to this Roman, 
Thou from that moment art his vaſſal, Tullus ; 
By that thou doſt acknowledge, parent nature 
Has form'd him thy ſuperior. But if fix'd 
Upon the baſe of manly reſolution; 
Thou ſay'ſt—I will be free! I will command! 
I and my country! then—O never doubt it— 
We ſhall find means to cruſh this vain iatruder ; 
Even I myſel{—this hand 
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Nay, hear me, Tullus, 

*Tis not yet come to that, that laſt reſource. 
I do not ſay we ſhould employ the dagger, 
While other, better means are in our power. 


Tul. No, my Volufius, fortune will not drive us, 


Or I am much deceiv'd, to that extreme: 
We ſhall ndt want the ſtrongeſt faireſt plea, 
To give a ſolemn ſanction to his fate. 
He will betray himſelf, Whate'er his rage 
Of paſſion talks, a weakneſs for his country 
Sticks in his ſoul, and he is ſtill a Raman. 
Soon ſhall we ſee him tempted to the brink 
Of this ſure precipice — Then down at once, 
Without remorſe, we hurl him to perdition! 
But hark l. the trumpet calls us to a ſcene 
I ſhould deteſt, if not from hope we thence 
May gather matter to mature our purpoſe. 


8 C E N "IE 


The back ſcene opens, and diſcovers Coriolanus fitting 
en his tribunal, attended by bis lictors, and a croud of 
Volſcian officers. Files of troops drawn up on either 
hand. In the depth of the ſcene appear the deputies 
from the Roman ſenate, M. Minucius, Poſthumus 
Cominius, Sp. Lartius, P. Pinnarius, and Q Sulpi- 
tius, all conſular ſenators, who had * his moſt zea- q 
lous friends. And behind them march the prieſts, the ) 
ſacrificers, the augurs, and the guardians of the ſa- 
cred things, dreſt in their ceremonial habits. 
advance ſlowly, betwixt the files of ſoldiers, under + 

arms. As Tullus enters, Coriolanus riſing ſalutes 7 


hin. 
CokroLAanus. 


Here noble Tullus, fit, and judge my 3 3 
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Nor ſpare to check me, if I act amiſs, 
Tul. Marcius, the Velſcian fate is in thy hands, 


[Coriolanus is ſeated again, and Tullus places himſelf 


upon a tribunal on his left hand. Mean-time the 
Roman deputies advance up to Coriolanus, and ſa- 
lute him, which he returns.] 
Cor. What, Romans, from the generals of the Vl ci, 
Is your demand? 
Min. O Coriclanus, Rome, 
Nurſe of thy tender years, thy parent-city, 
Her ſenators, her people, prieſts, and augurs, 
Her every order and degree, by us, . 
Thy ever-zealous, ſtill unſhaken friends, 
Sue in the moſt pathetic terms for peace. 
And if in this conſtrain'd, we from our maxim, 
Never to aſk but give it, muſt depart; 
It is ſome Conſolation, in the ſtate | 
To which thou haſt by thy ſuperior valor 
Reduc'd us, that we alk it from a Roman. 
Cor. I was a Roman once, and thought the name 
Was not diſhonour'd by me; but it pleas'd 
Your lords, the mob of Rome, to take it from me; 
Nor will I now receive it back again. 
Min. The name thou may'ſt reject, but canſt not 
throw 
The duties from thee which that name imports ; 
Indiſſoluble duties bound upon thee 
By the ſtrong hand of nature, and confirm'd 
By the dread ſanction of all-ruling Powe. 
Then hear thy country's ſupplicating voice; 
By all thoſe duties I conjure thee hear us. 
Cor. Well—I will hear thee; ſpeak, declare thy 
meſſage. 
Min. Give peace, give healing peace, to two brave 
nations, 
Fatigu'd 
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Fatigu'd with war and ſick of cruel deeds! 

To carry on deſtruction's eaſy trade, 

Afflict mankind, and fcourge the world with war, 
Is what each wicked, each ambitious man, 

Who lets his furious paſſions looſe, may do: 

But in the flattering torrent of ſucceſs, 

To check his rage, and drop the avenging ſword, 
When a repenting people aſk it of him, 

That is the genuine bounty of a God. 

Then urge no farther this your juſt reſentment: 
Which, injur'd as you are, you needs mult feel, 
But never ought to carry into action 

Againſt your facred country ; whence you drew T 
Your life, your virtues, every moral good, an 
That very valor you employ againſt her. 

Stop, Coriolanus, ere, beyond retreat 

You plunge yourſelf in crimes. To the fierce joy 

Of vengeance puſh'd, to barbarous excels, 

Repentance will ſucceed, and ſickening horror. 

Conſider, too, the ſlippery ſtate of fortune. 

The Gods take pleaſure oft, when haughty mortals 

On their own pride ere a mighty fabric, 

By ſlighteſt means, to lay their towering ſchemes 

Low in the duſt, and teach them they are nothing. 

Return, thou virtuous Roman ! to the boſom 

Of thy imploring country. Lo! her arms 

She fondly ſpreads to take thee back again. 

Rern..,.4qubled love effact her harthneſs. 


Which glory can va -- with the nobleit wreath 
Cor. Marcus Minucius, and ye . 


Reſpected ſenators, and holy flamens, 8 
Attend, and take to your demand this anſwer : 
Why court you me, the ſervant of the Vici? 
B 4 It 
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It is to them that you muſt bend for peace, | 
Which on theſe only terms they will accord you. 
© Reftore the conquer'd lands, your former wars 

« Have raviſh'd from them: from their towns and 

„cities, 5 

* Won by your arms, withdraw your colonies ; 
And to the full immunities of Rome 

% Frankly admit them, as you have the Latines '” 
Then, Romans, you have peace, and not till then! 

If theſe are terms which ſuit not your ambition, 

They ſuit the ſtate to which the Volſcian arms 

Have now reduc'd you---We have learn'd from Rome 
To uſe our fortune, and command the vanquiſh'd. 


you! [afide.] Death to my hopes! I'm now his ſlave. 


for ever. 
Cor. [addreſſing himſelf to the Volſci.] This, my il- 
luſtrious patrons and protectors, 
Volſci, to you I owed. Permit me now 
To do myſelf and injur'd honour juſtice. 
[Turning again to the Romans.] 
As to the liberty you idly vaunt 
To give me of returning to your city, 
*Tis what I hold unworthy of acceptance. 
Can I return into th' ungrateful boſom 
Of a diſtracted ſtate, where, to the rage 
Of a vile ſenſeleſs populace, the laws 
Are by your ſhameful weakneſs given a prey? 


Who are the men that hold the - unworthy 
. cincture of your walls !— 


2 wild thought breaks in and troubles reaſon! 
With what, ye Romans, can the ſowereſt cenſor, 
The moſt envenom'd malice juſtly charge me ? 
Did I &er break your laws? Nay, did I &er 
Do aught that could diſturb the ſacred order, 


} 
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ie peace and ſocial harmony of life; 
O>eaint your antient ſanity of manners? 
What was my crime? I could not bear to ſee 
Your dignity debas'd, to ſee the rabble 
Tread on the reverend grey authority 
Of ſenatorial wiſdom: yes, for you, 
In your defence I did enrage this monſter ; 
And yet you baſely left me to its fury. 
Then talk no more of ſervices and friendſhip: 
A friend, who can, and does not ſhield, betrays me. 
Or if the power was wanting, then your ſenate 
Is ſunk into ſervility and bondage, 
Nor ſhould a freeman deign to fit imong you. 

Min. The wiſeſt are ſometimes compell'd to yield 
To popular ſtorms: yet I defend not Marcius, 
Our timid conduct; we have felt our error, 
And now invite thee back to aid the ſenate, 
With thy heroic ſpirit, to reſtrain 
The giddy rage of faction, and to hold 
The reins of government more firm hereaſter. 

As to th' appeal which thou haſt nobly made, 
In vindication of thy ſpotleſs fame, 
With pleaſure we confirm it, and bear witneſs 


To all thy public and thy private virtues: 


But let us alſo beg thee not to ſtain 

The brightneſs of that glory by a crime, 

Which, unrepented, would diſgrace them all, 

A dire rebellious war againſt thy country. 
Cor. Abſurd! What can you mean? To call a 

people, 

Who with the laſt indignity have us'd me, 

To call my foes my country! No, Minucius, 

It is the generous nation of the Volſci, 

Theſe brave, theſe virtuous men, you ſee around me, 

B 5 Who, 
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Who, when I wander'd a poor helpleſs exile, 
Took pity of my injuries and woes; 
Forgot the former miſchiefs of my ſword; 
Heap'd on me kindneſs, honours, dignities ; 
Fear'd not to truſt me with this high command, 
And plac'd me here the guardian of their cauſe ;— 
Be witneſs, Fove lt is alone their nation 
I henceforth will acknowledge for my country ! 
Let this ſufſice - you have my anſwer, Romans. 
Com. This anſwer, Coriolanus, is the dictate 
More of thy pride than magnanimity : 
*Tis thy revenge that gives it, not thy virtue. 
Art thou above the Gods? who joy to ſliow'r 
Their doubled goodneſs on repenting mortals? 
But think not I intend, by this, to urge 
Our profer'd peice, ſo harſlily treated, further. 
That were a weakneſs ill becoming Romans. 
Yet I muſt tell thee, it would better ſuir 
A herce deſpotic chief of barbarous ſlaves, 
Than the calm dignity of one who fits 
In the grave ſenate of a free republic, 
To talk fo high, and as it were to thruſt 
Plebeians from the native rights of man. 
Cor. Ha! doit thou come the people's advocate 
To me, Cominius! comeſt thou to infult me? 

C:m. Nay, hear me, Marcius :—Theſe grey hairy 

impower me 

To ſet thee right before this great aſſembly : 
And there was once a time, thou wouldft have heard 
Thy general with deference and patience—— 
T tell thee then, whoe'er amidſt the ſons 
Of reaſon, valor, liberty, and virtue, 
Diſplays dilinguiſh'd merit, is a noble 
Of nature's own creating. Such have riſen, 


te 
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Sprung from the duſt ;or where had been our honours? 


And ſuch in radiant bands will rife again, 
In yon immortal city, that, when moſt 


Returns, as with an energy divine, 
On her aſtonith'd foes, and ſhakes them from her— \ 
Your pardon, Volſci But this, Coriolanus, 
Is what I had to ſay. 
Cor. And I have heard it 
[Riſing from his tribunal ; and the 
prieſts advancing to addreſs bim, 
he prevents them, ] 


For you, ye awful miniſters of heaven, 


Let me not hear your holy lips profan'd 
By urging what my duty mutt refuſe. 
bow in adoration to the Gods; 
I venerate their ſervants. But there is, 
There is a power, their chief, their darling care, 
The guardian of mankind, which to betray 
Were violating all And that is juſtice. 
So far my public character demands; 
So far my honour Now, what ſhould forbid 
The man, and friend, to be indulg'd a little? . 
Permit me to embrace thee, good Minuctus, 
Thee Lartius; you, Pinnarius and Sulpitins : 
But chiefly thee, Cominius, who firſt rais'd me 
To deeds of arms; who from thy conſular brow 
Took thy own crown, and with it circled mine. 
Tho' nought can ſhake my purpoſe, yet I with 
That Rome had ſent me others on this errand. 
T thank you for your friendſhip. The protection, 
Which you have given to thoſe, whom once I call'd | | 
By tender names, I would not now remember. mal 
How ſhall I—fay—return your generous goodneſs ? 1 
O chere 1 
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O there is nothing you, as friends, can aſk, 
My grateful heart will not with pleaſure grant you, 
Com. We thank thee, Coriolanus—But a Roman 
Diſdains that favour you refuſe his country. 
Cor. [To the Volſcian officers] See that they be, with 
due regard and ſafety, 
Conducted back. 
[To the Roman ſenators.) I will ſuſpend th' aſſault, 
Till to theſe terms, of which we will not bate 
The ſmalleſt part, your ſenate may have time 
To ſend their lateſt anſwer. Then we cut 


All further treaty off. Romans, farewel. 


Exp of the Tuixůp Acr. 


SECT Wn  STENEL 


TuLLvs alone. 


HAT is the mind of man? A reſtleſs ſcene 
Of vanity and weakneſs; ſhifting till, 
As ſhift the lights of our uncertain knowledge ; 
Or as the various gale of paſſion breathes. 
None ever thought himſelf more deeply founded 
On what is right, nor felt a nobler ardor, 
Than I, when I inveſted Caius Marcius 


ly \ With this il|-judg'd command. Now it appears 
3 Diſtraction, folly, monſtrous folly! meanneſs ! 
4 And down I plunge, betray'd even by my virtue, 


From gulph to gulph, from ſhame to deeper ſhame. 
FL NE @L 


ToLLus, GaLEsvUs. 


Gal. I liſten'd, Tullus, to th' important ſcene 
That 
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That lately paſs'd before us, with moſt tri, 
Unprejudic'd attention; and have ſince 
Revoly'd it in my mind, both as a man, 
Ally'd to all mankind, and as a Volſcian. 
Indeed our terms are high, and by the manner 
In which they were preſcrib'd by Coriolanus, 
Are what we cannot hope will e'er be granted. 
They ſhould be ſoften d. Let us yield a little, 
Conſcious ourſelves to a great nation's pride, 


The pride of human nature. Could the Romans 


Stoop to ſuch peace, commanded by the ſword, 
They then were ſlaves, unworthy our alliance. 

Tul. Gods! do ] hear in thee, one of the chiefs 
Intruſted with the honour of the Volſci, 
An advocate for Rome? 

Gal. I glory, Tullus, 
To own myſelf an advocate for peace. 
Peace is the happy, natural ſtate of man; 
War his corruption, his diſgrace--- 

Tul. His ſafeguard ! 
His pride ! his glory !---What but war, juſt war, 
Gave Greece her heroes? Thoſe who drew the ſword 
(As we do now) againſt the ſons of rapine ; 
To quell proud tyrants, and to free mankind. 

Gal. Yes, Tullus, when to juſt defence the warrior 
Confines his force, he is a worſhip'd name, 
Dear to mankind; the firſt and beſt of mortals ! 
Yet till, if this can by ſoft means be done, 
And fair accommodation, that is better. 


Why ſhould we purchaſe with the blood of thouſands, | 


What may be gain'd by mutual juſt conceſſion? 
Why give up peace, the beſt of human bleſſings, 
For the vain cruel pride of uſeleſs conqueſt ? 


Tul. Theſe ſoothing dreams of philoſophic quiet 
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Are only fit for unfrequented ſhades. 


The ſage ſhould quit the buy buſtling world 


Ill ſuited to his gentle meditations, 


And in ſome deſart find that peace he loves. 
Gal. Miſtaken man! Philoſophy conſiſts not 


In airy ſchemes, or idle ſpeculations : 
The rule and conduct of all ſocial life 
Is her great province. Not in lonely cells 


Obſcure ſhe lurks, but holds her heavenly light 
To ſenates and to kings, to guide their councils, 
And teach them to retorm and bleſs mankind. 


All policy but her's is falſe, and rotten ; 


All valor, not conduQted by her precepts, 


Is a deſtroying fury ſent from hell 


To plague unhappy wan, and ruin nations. 

Tul. To ſtop the waſte of that deſtroying fury, 
Is the great cauſe and purpoſe of this war. 
Art thou a friend to peace ?---ſubdue the Romans. 


Who, who, but they, have turn'd this antient land, 
Where, from Saturnian times, harmonious concord 


Still lov'd to dwell, into a ſcene of blood, 


Of endleſs diſcord and perpetual rapine ? 


The ſword, the vengeful ſword, muſt drain away 


This boiling blood, that thus diſturbs the nations! 
Talk not of terms. It is a vain attempt 


To bind th' ambitious and unjuſt by treaties: 
Theſe they elude a thouſand ſpecious ways; 


Or if they cannot find a fair pretext, 
They bluſh not in the face of heaven to break them. 
Gal. Why then affronted heaven will combat for us. 


Set juſtice on our fide, and then my voice 

Shall be as loud for war as thine ; my ſword 
Shall ſtrike as deep; at leaſt my blood ſhall flow 
As freely, Tullus, in my country's cauſe. 


But 
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But as I then would die to ſerve the Volſcians, 
So now I dare to ſerve them by oppoſing, 
Even with my ſingle voice, th' impetuous torrent 
That hurries us away beyond the boundy 
Of temperate wiſdom ; and preſume to tell thee, 
It is thy paſſion, not thyprudence dictates 
This haughty language. 
Tul. Yes, it is my paſſi on, 
A paſſion for the glory of my country, 
That ſcorns your narrow views of timid prudence. 
Our injur'd honour drew our ſwords, and never 
Shall they be ſheath'd while I command the Yolſcians, 
Till Rome ſubmits to Antium. 
Gal. Rome will gerith 
Ere ſhe ſubmit ; and ſhe has ſtill her walls, 
The ſtrength of her allies, her native valor, 
Which oft has ſav'd her in the worſt extremes, 
And, ſtronger yet than all, deſpair, to aid her. 
Tul. All theſe will nought avail her, if our fears 
Come not to her aſſiſtance But, Galeſus, 
Why urge you this to me? Go, talk to Marcius. 
The war has given him all his pride could hope for, 
To ſee Rome's ſenate humbled at his feet: 
He now may wiſh to reign in peace at Antium, 
And thou, perhaps, art come an envoy from him, 
To learn if I ſhall prove a quiet ſubject. 
Gal. Thro' this unguarded opening of thy ſoul, 
I ſee what ſtings thee—Ah ! beware of envy ! 
If that pale fury ſeize thee, thou art loſt ! 
Tullus, tis eaſier far, from the clear breaſt, 
To keep out treacherous vice, than to expel it. 
Farewel Remember I have done my duty. [Goes a. 
Tul. [alone.) This man diſcerns my heart—Well: 
What of that? 
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Am I afraid its movements ſhould be ſeen ? 


I, whoſe clear thoughts have never ſhunn'd the light, 


Muſt I now ſeek to hide them? O misfortune ! 
To have reduc'd myſelf to ſuch a ſtate, 

So much beneath the greatneſs of my ſoul, 
That, like a coward, I muſt lèarn to practiſe 
The wretched arts of vile diſſimulation! 

By heaven I will not do't—lI will not ſtoop: 

To veil my diſcontent a moment longer. 

But ſee! my rival comes, the happy Marcius. 
His haughty mein, his very looks, affront me. 


E 


Corrtoranus, TuLLvus. 


Cor. Tullus, J have receiv'd intelligence, 
Tha: a ſtrong- body of the Latin troops 
Is in full march to raiſe the ſiege of Rome. 
Another day will bring them to its aid. 

But go thou forth, and lead the valiant bands, 
By thee commanded, to repel theſe ſuccours. 
Go, and cut off from Rome its laſt reſource. 

Tul. I lead my troops from the great ſcene of action, 
From falling Rome, which, ere to-morrow's ſun 
Shall ſet, may be our prey! ſure you forget 
My rank and ſtation—1 diſdain the ſervice: 
Give it to ſome you may command. For me, 

I own no maſter but the Yo!/cian ſtates. 
Rome is my object. I from Antium brought 
The nobleſt army ever ſhook her walls. 
And ſhall I now, on that decifive day, 
Doom'd by the Gods to lay her pride in aſhes, 
Shall I be abſent from the glorious work? 

It is the higheſt outrage even to think it, | 
£ Juſt 
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| 
Juſt Gods ! doſt thou preſume to give thy orders | 
ht, To me? to me! thy equal in command ? 
Nay, thy ſuperior? was it not my hand, | 
My laviſh hand,  beſtow'd thy power upon thee ? , | 
And know, proud Roman, that the man who gave it, 
Can at his will reſume it. | | 

Cor. I propos'd | 
This expedition to thee as thy friend, 

Not as thy general, Tullus. We are both 
Commanders here; and for my ſhare of power, 
W hene'er the council of the Volſcian ſtates, 
Who cloth'd me with it, ſhall again demand it, | 
Lat their feet will lay it down, perſuaded, | 
The canker'd tongue of envy's ſelf muſt own, 

That by my ſervice I have well deſerv'd it. 

Tul. Was it to them, or me, you thither came 
To crave proteCtion? Was not then your fartune, 
Your liberty, your life, at my diſpoſal ? 

I rais'd you from the duſt, a wretched exile, 
An outcaſt, helpleſs, friendleſs, driven to beg 
The loweſt refuge which deſpair can ſeek, . 
Shelter amidſt thy foes. My pit vir ꝑtateful. 
on, Protected, truſted, and 

O ill-plac'd aral Gods! 

r 1 theſe words from Tullus ! 

Tul. What for all this 

Is thy return? pride; ſelf-ſufficiency? - 

Councils apart from mine; deſpotic orders; 

The glory of the war all pilfer'd from me! 

And, to complete the whole, a Latin army 

Now conjur'd up to draw me from the ſiege; 

Till by cajoling our tame chiefs, and dazzling 

The ſenſeleſs eyes of the low ; 

| mob of ſoldiers, 
Thou 


ee. — — 


uſt 


y N "=O 


Tum. Sy VR TRI a ou as y 4 


— 


- 


Has been by me atchiey'd, was done for thee. 
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Thou ſhalt be ſolely ſeated in the power 

Which, thank my folly! now is ſhar'd betwixt us. 
Cor. O indignation? —Down, thou ſwelling heart— 

Iwill be calm—l vill Thou doſt accuſe me 

Of the worſt vice that can debaſe manking, 

Of black ingratitude. On what foundations? 

What have I done to merit ſuch a charge? 

Is it my fault, if in the Volſcian army 

My name is as rever'd and great as thine ? 

Can ] torbid authority and fame, 

To follow merit and ſucceſs ? You knew | 

The man whom you employ'd, and thould have known 

He would not be a cypher in employment. 


Tul. Think'ſt thou my heart can better brook than 


thine 

To be that cypher! that diſhonour'd tool! 
Subſervient to th' ambition of another? 

Gods? 1 had rather live a drudging peaſant, 
Unknown to glory, in ſome Alpine village ; 
Than at the head of theſe victorious legions, 
"Rv, the high name of chief, without the power, 
And thou ina. uo. I will command indeed: 

To treat their general ch all the Yo{/cian army, 

Cor. ReſpeQ! TMs 

O Tullus ! Tullus ! by-the powers divine! 

I bore thee once reſpect, as high as man 

Can ſhew to man. From thee, my foe, my rival, 
I nor diſdain'd, nor fear'd to aſk protection. 

You gave me all I aſk'd, you gave me more, 
With noble warmth of heart! which to eſteem, 


Added the ties of gratitude and friendſhip, 


Whatever ſince, in council, or in arms, 
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My glory all was thine. The palms I gain'd 


Only compos'd a garland for his brow, 
Who rais'd this baniſh'd man to tread on Rome. 
Tul. To tread on him who rais'd him—That, I know, 
Is thy ambitious purpoſe ; but be certain, 
However Rome may bend beneath thy fortune, 
Thou ſhalt not find an eaſy conqueſt here. 
Cor. May Jove with lightning ſtrike me to the centre, 
If from the day I ſaw thy face at Antium, 
My heart has ever form'd one ſecret thought 
To burt thy honour, or depreſs thy greatneſs: 
vos thy friend, thy ſoldier, and thy ſervant. 


But now 2 i ag openly avow, 


Thy jealouſy has, i , ; 
Made ſuch a ſudden ravage my d breath, 


I know not what to — - 
Tul. Think me thy foe. 
There is no laſting friendſhip with the proud. 
Cor. Nor with the jealous—But-of this enough. 
Come, let us turn our fire a nobler way: 
We have a worthier quarrel to purſue. 
It were unjuſt, diſhonourable, baſe, 
Our pride ſhould hurt the Volſcian cauſe, 
Tul. No, Marcius, 
I mean to guard it better for the future: 
The Yolſcian cauſe is ſafeſt with a Volſcian. 
I therefore claim, inſiſt upon my right; 


* 


That you ſhould yield me my command in turn. 


The firſt attack was yours: tis ſcanty juſtice, 
The ſecond ſhould be mine. 
Cor. Tullus, tis yours. 
O it imports not which of us command ! 
Give me the loweſt rank among your troops; 


All lraly will know, the voice of fame 


Will 
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Will tell all future times, that I was preſent ; 
That Coriolanus in the Volſcian army 

Aſſiſted, when imperial Rome was fack'd ; 

That city which, while he maintain'd her cauſe, 
Invincible herſelf, made Antium tremble. 


Tul. What arrogant preſumption! 
n ; 


To them Volusius, entering * 


Tul. Ha! Voluſius, 
Thy looks declare ſome meſſage of importance 

Vol. Tullus, they do—l was to find *, Mareius. 
To thee a ſecond deputation es 


. „ite, with a long train 
N ladies Rome can boaſt, 


2 habits clad, approach our camp, 
— by a herald, to demand 
Another audience of thee. 

Cor. How, Voluſius ! 
Said you the Roman ladies! Low, indeed, 
Muſt be the ſtate of Rome, when thus her matrons 
She ſends amidſt the tumults of a camp, 
To beg protection for the men, who lye 
Trembling behind their ramparts—come! once more! 
And ſee me put an end to prayers and treaty ! 


EN. 


TuLrus, Vorustus. 


Vol. Tullus, tis well. This anſwers to my wiſhes. 
Tul. How! what is well? that humbled Rome once 
more 


Shall deck him with the trophies of our arms ? 
Val. And 
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Vol. And hopeſt thou nothing from this bleſt event? 
They who have often blaſted mighty heroes, 
Who oft have ſtolen into the firmeſt hearts, 
And melted them to folly ; they, my friend, 
Will do what wiſdom never could effect. 
Tul. Think'ſt thou the prayers and tears of wailing 
women 
Can ſhake the man, who with ſuch cold diſdain 
Stood firm againſt thoſe venerable conſuls, 
And ſpurn'd the genius of his kneeling country ? 
Vol. It was his pride alone that made him ours. 
That paſſion kept him firm; the flattering charm 
Of humbling thoſe, who in their perſons bore 
The whole collected majeſty of Rome. 
Theſe women are no proper objects for it: 
He cannot triumph o'er his wife and mother. 
On this my hopes are founded, that theſe women 
May by their gentler influence ſubdue him. 
Tul. Whate'er th' event, he ſhall no longer here, 
As wave his paſſions, dictate peace or war. 
Whether his ſtubborn ſoul maintains its firmneſs, 
Or yields to female prayers, the Volſcian honour 


Will be alike betray'd. If Rome prevails, 


He ſtops our conquering arms from her deſtruction; 
If he rejects her ſuit, he reigns our tyrant. 
But, by th' immortal Gods! his ſhort-liv'd empire 
Shall never ſee yon radiant ſun deſcend. 

Vol. Bleſt be thoſe Gods that have atlaſt inſpir'd thee 
With reſolution equal to thy cauſe, 
The cauſe of liberty 

Tul. Be ſure, Voluſius, 
If that ſhould happen which thy hopes portend ; 
Should he, by nature tamed, difarm'd by love, 


Reſpite the Roman doom—He ſeals his own: 1 
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By heaven! he dies. 
Vol. Let me embrace thee, Tullus ! 
Now breaking from the cloud, which, like the ſun, 
Thy own t6o bounteous beams had drawn around thee. 
Tul. You was deceiv'd, my friend. When I with n 
tameneſs, 
With tameneſs which aſtoniſh'd thy brave ſpirit, 
Seem'd to ſubmit to that unequal ſway . | 
He arrogated o'er me ; know, my heart | 
Ne'er ſwell'd fo high as in that cruel moment. \ 
My indignation, like th' impriſon'd fire 
Pent in the troubled breaſt of glowing Aetna, 
Burnt deep and ſilent: but, collected row, 
It ſhall beneath its fury bury Marcius ! 
* Tis fixt. Our tyrant dies. 
Vol. Tull is, my ſword 
Here claims to be employ'd.—Nor mine alone— 
There are ſome worthy Volſci ſtill remaining, 
Who think with us, and pine beneath the laurels 
A Roman chief beſtows. 
| Tul. Go, find them ſtrait, 
; And bring them to the ſpace before his tent; 
| »Tis there he will receive this deputation. 
4 Then if he ſinks beneath theſe womens prayers— 
| | Or if he does not—But, Voluſius, wait, 
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I give thee ſtricteſt charge to wait my ſignal. V. 
Perhaps I may find means to free the Volſci Fe 
Without his blood. If not—We will be free. A 


End of the Fourth Act. It 
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Trumpets ſounding. 


The ſcene diſcovers the camp, a croud of Volſcian effi- 
cers, with files of ſoldiers, drawn up as before. En- 
ter Coriolanus, 'Tullus, Galeſus, Voluſius. The Ro- 
man ladies advance flowly from the depth of the 
ſtage, with Veturia, the mother of Coriolanus, and 
Volumnia, his wife, at their head, all clad in habits 
of mourning. Coriolanus lands at the head of the 
Volſci, ſurrounded by his lictors; but, when he per- 
ceives his mother and wife, after ſome ftruggle, be 


advances, and goes haſtily to embrace them. 


ConroLanus, advancing, 


OWER your faſces, lictors— 
Oh Veturia ! 

Thou beſt of parents! 

Vet. Coriolanus, ſtop. 
Whom am I to embrace? A ſon, or foe? 
Say, in what light am regarded here? 
Thy mother, or thy captive? 

Cor. Juſtly, Madam, 
You check my fondneſs, that, by nature hurry'd, 
Forgot I was the general of the Volſci, 
And you a deputy from hoſtile Rome. ; 

He goes back to his former ſtation.] 

I hear you with reſpect. Speak your commiſſion. 

Vet. Think not I come a deputy from Rome. 
Rome, once rejected, ſcorns a ſecond uit. 
You have already heard whate'er the tongue { 
Of eloquence can plead, whate'er the wiſdom 
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Of ſacred age, the dignity of ſenates, Li 
And virtue can enforce. Behold me here, I 
Sent by the ſhades of your immortal fathers, T 
Sent by the genius of the Marcian line, | T 
Commiſſion'd by my own maternal heart, ; G 
To try the ſoft, yet ſtronger powers of nature. W 
Thus authoriz'd, I aſk, nay, claim a peace, Be 


On equal, fair, and honourable terms, 


To thee, to Rome, and to the Volſcian people. 
Grant it my ſon. 'Thy mother begs it of thee, TI 
Thy wife, the beſt, the kindeſt of her ſex, C: 
And theſe illuſtrious matrons, who have ſooth'd Pr 
The gloomy hours thou haſt been abſent from us. H: 
We, by whate'er is great and good in nature, 
By every duty, by the Gods, conjure thee ! Cc 
To grant us peace, and turn on other foes Co 
Thy arms, where thou may'ſt purchaſe virtuous glory. Yo 
Cor. I ſhould, Veturia, break thoſe holy bonds Th 
That hold the wide republic of mankind, W. 
Society, together; I ſhould grow | 12 
A wretch, unworthy to be call'd thy ſon; No 
I ſhould, with my Volumnia's fair eſteem, She 
Forfeit her love; theſe matrons would deſpiſe me— To 
Could I betray the Volſcian cauſe, thus truſted, We 
Thus recommended to me—No, my mother, Ho 
You cannot, ſure you cannot aſk it of me! Ho 
Vet. And does my ſon ſo little know me? me! O0 
Who took ſuch care to form his tender years, WI 
Left to my conduct by his dying father ? Did 
Have I ſo ill deſerv'd that truſt ? alas! All: 
Am I ſo low in thy eſteem, that thou Ac 
Should'ſt ere imagine I could urge a part Did 
Which in the leaſt might ſtain the Marcian honour? I 
No, let me periſh rather! periſh all! = "3 
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Life has no charms compared with ſpotleſs glory! 
I oaly aſk, thou wouldſt forbid thy troops 
To waſte our lands, and to aſſault yon city, 
Till time be given for mild and righteous meaſuces. 
Grant us but one year's truce: mean-while thou may'ſt, 
With honour and advantage to both nations, 
Between us mediate a perpetual peace. 
Cor. Alas! my mother! that were granting all. 
Vet. Canſt thou refuſe me ſuch a juſt petition, 
The firſt requeſt thy mother ever made thee ? 
Canſt thou to her intreaties, prayers, and tears, 
Prefer a ſavage obſtinate revenge ? 
Have love and nature loſt all power within thee ? 
Cor. No,—in my heart they reign as ſtrong as ever. 
Come, I conpire you, quit ungrateful Rome; 
Come, and complete my happineſs at Antium, 
You, and my dear Volumnia— There, Veturia, 
There ſhall you ſee with what reſpect the Yolſci 
Will treat the wife and mother of their general. 
Vet. Treat me thyſelf with more reſpect, my ſon ; 
Nor dare to ſhock my ears with ſuch propoſals. 
Shall I deſert my country, I who come 
To plead her cauſe? Ah no!—A grave in Rome 
Would better pleaſe me, than a throne at Antium. 
How haſt thou thus forſaken all my precepts ? 
How haſt thou thus forgot thy love to Rome? 
O Corielanus, when with hoſtile arms, 
With fire and ſword, you enter'd on our borders, 


Did not thg foſtering air, that breathes around us, 


Allay thy guilty fury, and inſtil 

A certain native ſweetneſs thro' thy ſoul? 

Did not your heart thus murmur to itſelf? 

„ 'Theſe walls contain whatever can command 


* Reſpect from virtue, or is dear to nature, 
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The monuments of piety and valor, 

The ſculptur'd forms, the trophies of my fathers, 
My houſhold Gods, my mother, wife and children! 
Cor. Ah! you ſeduce me with too tender views! 

Theſe walls contain the moſt corrupt of men, 
A baſe ſeditious herd ; who trample order, 
Diſtinction, juſtice, laws, beneath their feet, 
Inſolent foes to worth, the foes of virtue! 
Vet. Thou haſt not thence a right to lift thy hand 
Againſt the whole community, which forms 
Thy ever ſacred country—that conſiſts 
Not of coeval citizens alone : 
It knows no bounds ; it has a retroſpect 
To ages paſt; it looks on thoſe to come ; 
And graſps of all the general worth and virtue. 
Suppoſe, my ſon, that I to thee had been 
A harſh obdurate parent, even unjuſt: 
How would the monſtrous thought with horror ftrike 
thee, 
Of plunging, from revenge. thy raging ſteel 
Into her breaſt, who nuts'd thy infant years! 
Cor. Rome is no more! that Rome which nurs'd my 
youth 3 
That Rome, conducted by Patrician virtue, 
She is no more ! My ſword ſhall now chaſtiſe 
Theſe ſons of pride and dirt! her upſtart tyrants ! 
Who have debas'd the nobleſt ſtate on earth 


- Into a ſordid democratic faction. 


Why will my mother join her cauſe to theirg? 
Vet. Forbid it, Jove! that I ſhould cer diſtinguiſh 

My intereſt from the general cauſe of Rome; 

Or live to ſee a foreign hoſtile arm 

Reform th' abuſes of our land of freedom. [Paufing.] 

But tis in vain, I find, to reaſon more. 


Is 


hers, 
dren! 
Ws! 


and 
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Is there no way to reach thy filial heart, 
Once famed as much for piety as courage ? 


Oft haſt thou juſtly triumph'd, Coriolanus ; 


Now yield one triumph to thy widow'd mother ; 
And ſend me back amidſt the loud acclaims, 
The grateful tranſports of deliver'd Rome, 
The happieſt far, the moſt renown'd of womet ! 
Cor. Why, why, Veturia, wilt thou plead in vain? 
Tul. [afide to Volufius.] See, ſee, Voluſius, how the 
ſtrong emotions 
Of powerful nature ſhake his inmoſt ſoul! 
See how they tear him.—If he long reſiſts them, 
He is a God, or ſomething worſe than man. 
Vet. O Marcius, Marcius ! canſt thou treat me thus? 
Canſt thou complain of Rome's ingratitude, 
Yet be to me ſo cruelly ungrateful? 
To me! who anxious rear'd thy youth to glory ? 
Whoſe only joy, theſe many years, has been 
To boaſt that Coriolanus was my fon? 
And doſt thou then renounce me for thy mother ? 
Spurn me before theſe chiefs, before thoſe ſoldiers, 
That weep thy ſtubborn cruelty? Art thou 
The hardeſt man to me in this aſſembly? 
Look at me! Speak! 
[ Paufing, during which he appears 
in great agitation.] 
Still doſt thou turn away ? 
Inexorable? filent?—Then, behold me, 
Rehold thy mother, at whoſe feet thou oft 
Haſt kneel'd with fondneſs, kneeling now at thine, 
Wetting thy ſtern tribunal with her tears. 
Cor. [raiſes ber.] Veturia, riſe. I cannot ſee thee thus. 
It is a fight uncomely, to behold 
My mother at my feet, and that to urge 
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A ſuit, relentleſs honour muſt refuſe. 
Vol. [adwancing.] Since, Coriolanus, thou doſt till 
retain, 


In ſpite of all thy mother now has pleaded, 


Thy dreadful purpoſe, ab!” how much in vain 
Were it for me to join my ſupplications! 
The voice of thy Velumnia, once fo pleaſing z 
How ſhall it hope to touch the huſband's heart, 
When proof againſt the tears of ſuch a parent ? 
I dare not urge what to thy mother thou 
So firmly haſt deny'd—But I muſt weep— - 
Muft weep, if not thy harſh ſeverity, 
At leaſt thy ſituation, O permit me 
[Taking his hand.] 
To ſhed my guſhing tears upon thy hand ! 
To preſs it with the cordial lips of love! 
And take my laſt farewel ! 
Cor. Yet, yet, my foul, 
Be firw, and perſevere 
Vol. Ah Coriolanus ! 
Is then this hand, this hand to me devoted, 
The pledge of nuptial love, that has ſo long 
Protected, bleſs'd, and ſhelter'd us with kindneſs, 
Now lifted up againſt us? Vet I love it, 
And, with ſubmiſſive veneration, bow 
Beneath th' affliction which it heaps upon us. 
But O! what nobler tranſports would it give thee! 


U 


What joy beyond expreſſion! couldſt thou once 


Surmount the furious ſtorm of fierce revenge, 
And yield thee to the charms of love and mercy. 
Oh make the glorious trial! 
Cor. Mother! wife! 
Are all the powers of nature leagu'd againſt me! 
I cannot !/—will not! Leave me, my Yolumnia! 
Vel. Well, 


ſt till 


and. 


fell, 
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Vol. Well, I obey—How bitter thus to part! 
Upon ſuch terms to part! perhaps for ever 
But tell me, ere I hence unroot my feet, 
When to my lonely home I ſhall return, 


What from their father to our little ſlaves, 
Unconſcious of the ſhame to which you doom them, 


What ſhall I fay? [ Paufing, he highly agitated. ] 
Nay, tell me, Coriolanus ! 
Cor. Tell thee! What ſhall I tell thee ? See theſe 
tears! 
Theſe tears will tell thee what exceeds the power 
Of words to ſpeak, whate'er the ſon, the huſband, 
And father, in one complicated pang, 


Can feel—But leave me even in pity leave me! 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, to torture me, my dear Volumnia ! 
You only tear my heart; but cannot ſhake it: 
For by th' immortal Gods, the dread avengers 
Of broken fait 
Vol. ¶ kneeling.] Oh ſwear not, Coriolanus ! 
Oh vow not our deſtruction ! 
Vet. Daughter, riſe. 
Let us no more before the Volſcian people 0 
Expoſe ourſelves a ſpectacle of ſhame. 
It is in vain we try to melt a breaſt, 
That to the beſt affections nature gives us, 
Prefers the worſt Hear me, proud man! I have 
A heart as ſtout as thine. I came not hither, 
To be ſent back rejected, baffled, ſhamed, 
Hateful to Rome, becauſe I am thy mother: 
A Roman matron knows, in ſuch extremes, 
What part to take—And thus I came provided, 
[Drawing from under her robe a dagger. 
Go! barbarous ſon ! go! double parricide ! 
Ruſh o'er my corſe to thy belov'd revenge! 
CY Tread 
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Tread on the bleeding breaſt of her, to whom 
Thou ow'ſt thy life!—Lo, thy firſt victim! 


Cor. Ha! | [Seizing her band.] 
What doſt thou mean A 
Vet. To die, while Rome is free. 


To ſeize the moment ere thou art her tyrant. 

Cor. O uſe thy power more juſtly ! Set not thus 
My ti eacherous heart in arms againſt my reaſon. 
Here! here! thy dagger will be well employ'd; 
Strike here ! and reconcile my fighting duties. 

Fee. Off Set me ſtee— Think'ſt thou that graſp, 

which binds 
My feeble hand, can fetter too my will? 
No, my proud fon! thou canſt not make me live, 
If Rome muſt fall!-—No power on earth can do it! 

Cor. Pity me, generous Yolſci /—You are men— 
Muſt it then be ?—Contuſion Do ] yield? 

What is it? Is it weakneſs? Is it virtue? 
Well! | | | 

Vet. What? Speak! 

Cor. O, no !—my ſtifled words refuſe 
A paſſage to the throes that wring my heart. 

Vet. Nay, if thou yieldeſt, yield like Coriola nus; 
And what thou doſt, do nobly! 

Cor. [quitting her hand.] There !-—Tis done !— 
Thine is the triumph, nature ! 

[To Veturia in a low tone of voice.] Ah, Veturia! 
Rome by thy aid is fav'd—but thy ſon loſt. 
Vet. He never can be loſt, who ſaves his country. 
Cor. [turning to the Roman ladies.) Ye matrons, 
guardians of the Roman ſafety, 
You to the ſenate may report this anſwer. 
We gi2nt the truce you aſk. But on theſe terms: 


That Rome, mean-tiine, ſhall to a peace agree, + 


Fair, equal, juſt, and ſuch as may ſecure 
The ſafety, rights, and honour of the Volſci. 
[To the troops.] 
Volſci, we raiſe the ſiege. Go, and prepare, 
By the firſt dawn, for your return to Antium. 
[As the troops retire, and Coriolanus turns 


to the Rowan ladies; 


Tul. 


d.] 
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Tul. [to Voluſius afide.) Tis as we wiſh'd, Volu- 


ius To your ſtation. 

But mark me well— Till thou ſhalt hear my call, 

I charge thee not to ſtir, One offer more 

My honour bids me make to this proud man, 

Before we ſtrike the blow If he rejects it, 

His blood be on his head. 
Vol. Well! I obey you. [ He goes out.] 
Cor. Be it thy care, Galeſus, that a ſafeguard 

Attend theſe noble matrons back to Rome. 


$'C Bb NE + 


CorroLanus, TuLlLvs. 


Cor. 1 plainly, Tullus, by your looks diſcern 


You diſapprove my conduct. 


Tul. Caius Marc ius, 


I mean not to aſſail thee with the clamour 


Of loud reproaches, and the war of words; 
But, pride apart, and all that can pervert 
The light of ſteady reaſon, here to make 

A candid fair propoſal. 

Cor. Speak. I hear thee. 

Tul. I need not tell thee, that I have perform'd 
My utmoſt promiſe. Thou haſt been protected; 
Haſt had thy ampleſt, moſt ambitious wiſh: 

Thy wounded pride is heal'd, thy dear revenge 
Compleatly ſated; and to crown thy fortune, 
At the ſame time thy peace with Röme reſtor'd, 
Thou art no more a Yol/cian, but a Roman. 
Return, return ; thy duty calls upon thee 

Still to protect the city thou haſt ſaved: 

It ſtill may be in danger from our arms. 

Cor. Inſolent man. Is this thy fair propoſal? | 

Tul. Be patient—Hear me ſpeak—l have already 
From Rome protected thee; now from the Volſci, 
From their juſt vengeance, I will ſtill protect thee. 
Retire. I will take care thou mayſt with ſafety. 


Cor. With ſafety !—Heavens !—And think ſt thou, 
Will 
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Will ſtoop to thee for ſafety ? No! my ſafeguard 
Is in myſelf, a boſon void of blame, 

And the great Gods, protectors of the juſt. — 
O'tis an act of cowardice and baſeneſs, 

To ſeize the very time my hands were fetter'd, 


By the ſtrong chain of former obligations, 


The ſafe, ſure moment to inſult me Gods! 
Were I now free, as on that day I was, 
When at Corioli | tamed thy pride, 
This had not been. 

Tul. Thou ſpeak'ſt the truth: jt had not. 
O for that time again! Propitious Gods, 


If you will bleſs me, grant it !—Know, for that, 


For that dear purpoſe, I have now propos'd 
Thou ſhouldſt return. I pray thee, Marcius, do it! 
And we ſhall meet again on nobler terms. - 

Cor. When to the Volſci I have clear'd my faith, 
Doubt nat I ſhall find means to meet thee nobly. 
We.then our generous quarrel may decide 
In the bright front of ſome embattled held, 

And not in private brawls, like fierce barbarians. 

Tul. Thou canſt not hope acquittal from the Volſci.— 

Cor. I do:—Nay more, expect their approbation, 
Their thanks! I will obtain them ſuch a peace 
As thou durſt never aſk ; a perfe& union 
Of their whole nation with imperial Rome 
In all her privileges, all her rights. 

By the juſt Gods, I will! What wouldſt thou more? 

Tul. What would I more! proud Roman? This I 

would ; I : 

Fire the curſt foreſt where theſe Roman wolves 

Haunt and infeſt their nobler neighbours round them ; 

Extirpate from the boſom of this land 

A falſe perfidious people, who, beneath 

The maſque of freedom, are a combination 

Againit the !ibercy of human-kind, 

The genuine ſeed of outlaws and of robbers. 

Cor. The ſeed of Gods!—'Tis not for thee, vain 

boaſtor 

*Tis not for ſuch as thou, ſo often ſpared 

By her victorious ſword, to talk of Rome, 


But 


it! 


is I 


vain 


But 
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But with reſpect and awful veneration. 

Whate'er her blots, whate'er her giddy factions, 

There is more virtue in one ſingle year 

Of Roman (tory, than your Volſcian annals 

Can boaſt thro' all your creeping dark duration! 
Tul. I thank thy rage. This full diſplays the traitor. 
Cor. Ha! traitor! 
Tul. Firſt, to thy own country, traitor ! 


And traitor, now, to mine! 


Cor. Ye heavenly powers! | 
] ſhall break looſe—My trage - But let us par. 
Leſt my raſh hand ſhould do a haſty deed _ 
My cooler thought forbids. 

Tul. Begone—Return | 
To head the Roman troops. I grant the quittance 
Full and complete of all thoſe obligations 
Thou haſt ſo oft inſultingly complain'd 
Fetter'd thy hands. They now are free. I court 
The worlt thy ſword can do; whilſt thou from me 
Haſt nothing to expect, but ſure deſtruction. 

Quit then this hoſtile camp. Once morel tell thee, 
Thou art not here one ſingle hour in ſafety, 

Cor. Think'ſt thou to fight me hence 

Tul. Thou wilt not then ? 
Thou wilt not take the ſafety which I offer ? 

Cor. Till I have clear'd my honour in your council, 
And proved before them all, to thy confuſion, 

The falſhood of thy charge; as ſoon in battle 
I would before thee fly, and howl for niercy, 
As quit the ſtation they have here aſlign'd me. 

Tul. Volufius ! Hoa! 


C EN 


To them Vorusius, and | conſpirators, with their 
£887" ſwords drawn. 


Tul. Seize and ſecure the traitor ! * 
Cor. [Laying his hand upon his ſaword.] Who dares 
approach me, dies! | 25 
Vol. 
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Vol. Die thou! | 

[4s Coriolanus draws his ſword, Vo- 
luſius and the conſpirators ruſh upon 
and flab bim. M ullus 2 by, 

without having drawn his ſword.] 
Cor. [Endeawouring to = himſelf.) Off !—Villaias! 
[Falling.] O murdering : 

Dies. 


SCEN E IV. 


[Upon the 4 of the tumult, enter haſtily to them 
Galeſus, the other deputies of the Volician /tates, 
. officers, friends of Coriolanus, and Titus with a 
large band of ſoldiers.]. 


Gal. [as he enters.) Are we a nation ruled by laws, 


or fury? 
How! whence this tumult [ Paufing.] 


| Gods! what do I ſee? * 
The noble Marcius lain! | 
Tul. You ſee a traitor 
Puniih'd as he deſerv'd, the Roman yoke 
That thrall'd us broken, and the Velſci free! 
Gal. Hear me, great owe! Hear, all you injur'd 
wers a 
Of friendſhip, hoſpitality and faith! 
By that heroic blood, which from the gyrome 
Reeking to you for vengeance cries, I wear! 
This impicus breach of your eternal laws, 
This daring outrage on the Yo!/cian honour, 


Shall find in me a rigorous avenger ! 


On the ſame earth, polluted by their crime, 
I will not live with theſe unpuniſh'd ruffians! 
Tul. This deed is mine: I claim it all !-—Theſe men, 
Theſe valiant men, were but my inſtruments, 
To puniſh him who to our face betray'd us. 
We ſhall not fear to anſwer to the Volſci, 
In a full council of the ſtates at Antium, 
The glorious charge of having ſtabb'd their traitor ! 
Gal. Titus, till then ſecure them. 
[Tullus and conſpirators are led off.) 
F IGGaleſus, 


aves! Aſſaſſinating cowards ! 
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[ Galeſus, fanding over the body of Coriolanus, after 
a ſhort pauſe, proceeds.] 
. Valſcian fathers, 0 
And ye, brave ſoldiers, ſee an awful ſcene, 
Demanding ſerious, ſolemn meditation. 
This man was once the glory of his age, 
Diſintereſted, juſt, with every virtue 
Of civil life adorn'd, in arms unequall'd. 
His only blot was this; that, much provoked, 
He rais'd his vengeful arm againſt his country. 
And, lo! the righteous Gods have now chaſtis'd him, 
Even by the hands of thoſe for whom he fought. 


Whatever private views and paſſions plead, 

No cauſe can juſtify ſo black a deed: 

Theſe, when the angry tempeſt clouds the ſoul, 
May darken reaſon, and her courſe controul ; 
But when the proſpect clears, her ſtartled eye 
Muſt from the treacheraus gulph with horror fly, 
On whoſe wild wave, by ſtormy paſſions toſt, 

So many hapleſs wretches have been loſt. 

Then be this truth the ſtar by which we ſteer, 
Above ourſelves our Co ux TRY ſhould be dear. 
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ELI] Gentlemen! and are you flill ſo vain 
To treat our ſex with arrogant diſdain; 
And think, to you alone by partial Heaven 
Superior ſenſe and ſavereign power are given, 
When in the flory told to-night, you fad 
With what a boundleſs ſway we rule the mind, 
And by a few ſoft words of ours, with eaſe, 
Can turn the proudeſt hearts juſt where we pleaſe 
If an old mother had ſuch power ful charms, 
To flop a flubburn Roman's conquering arms,— 
Soldiers and flateſmen of theſe days, with you, 
What think you would a fair young miſtreſs do? 
If with my grave diſcourſe and wrinkled face, 
I thus could bring a hero to diſgrace, 
How abſolutely may I hope to reign 
Now I am turn'd to my own ſhape again! 
Hewewer, I will uſe my empire well; 
And, if I hawe a certain magic ſpell 
Or in my tongue, or wit, or ſhape, or eyes, 
Which can ſubdue the ſtrong, and fool the wiſe, 
Be not alarm'd: I will not interfere 
In flate-affairs, nor undertake to fleer 
The helm of government,—as we are told 
Theſe female politicians did of old: 
Such dangerous heights I never wiſb'd to climb— 
Thank heawv'n I better can employ my time 
Aſt you to what my power I jhall apply? 
To make my ſubjeds bleſt, is my reply. 
My purpoſes are gracious all, and kind. 
Some may be told---and ſome may be divin'd: 
One, which at preſent I bade moft at heart, 
To you without reſerve I wil! vrt: 
It is my ſovereign will, —Hear and obey, — 
"That you"with candor treat thi: Orphan Play. 
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